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T he Tr*g«Me «/HamIct 

And ipur my dull rcuenge. What is a man 
I I'his chiefc good and market of his time 
Be but to ilecpe and fced,a beaft,no more.* 

Sure he that made vs with fuh large difeourfe 
Looking before and aftcr.gauc vs not 
That capability and God-likcreafon 
To full in vs vnufd ,now whether it be 
Bclliall obliuion,ot fome crauen fcruple 
Of thinking too prccifely on th'euent, 

A thought which quartered hath but one part wifuome, 

And euerthree parts coward.Idoe not know 
Why yet I line to fay this thing’s to doe, 

S«th 1 h3uecaufe,and wil and flrengch,and meaner 
To doo’c;cxamp!cs groffe as earth exhort me, 

Witnes this Army of fuch maffe and charge. 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

Whole fpirit with diuine ambition pflft. 

Makes mouthes at the inuifiblc euent, 

Expefing what is mortal!,and vnfure, 

To all that fortune, death and danger dare, 

Eucn for an Egge-fhell.Rightly to be greatj 
Is not to ftirre without great argument. 

But greatly to find quarrell in a ftraw 

When honour’s at the flake. How ftand I then 

That hauc a father kild,a mother ftaind, , 

Excytements of my rcaion.and my blood. 

And let all fleepe, while to my fhame I fee 
The iminent death of twenty thoufand men, 

That for a fantahe and tricke of fame 
Goc to their graucs like beds,fightforap!ot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the caufe. 

Which is nottombe enough and continent 
To hide the flaine.O from this time forth. 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. Exit, 

«■ . .. i .... • n *jd; vilWr I 

EnterWirattofiertrard^ud a CjeHtlcmax, 

Qttee. I will not fpeakewith her, 

* Gen. She is iinportunat, 

Indeed diftra<51,her moodc will ncedes bepittied. 

Quit. 


Ttixcc cfEerm/trkt. 

Quee, What wculd fhe hauc ? 

G*»r.,She fpeakes much of her father, fay cs fliceheaies 
here's tricks i’th world, and hems, and beats her heart. 

Spumes c nuioufly at ftrawes, fpeakes things in doubt 
That carry but halfc fence, her fpeech is nothing. 

Yet the vnfhaped vfc of it doth moue 
The hearers to colle&ion, they yaw nc at it, 

And botch the words vp fit to their ownc thoughts. 

Which as winckes, and nods,and geflures yecld them, 

Jndeedc would make one thinke there might be thought 
Though nothing fure, yet much vnhappily. 

H ora. Twere good fhe were fpoken with, for fhe may ftrew ' j 

Dangerous conjectures in ill-breecding mindcs, 

Let her ccmc in 

Enter Ophel a. 

Quee. ‘ To ray ficke foule, as finnes true nature is, 

* Each toy feemes prologue to fome great amiffc, 

‘So full ofartlefle iealohe is guilt, 

‘ Jtfpillsit felfe, in fearing to be fpilt. 

Oph. Where is the beauteous Maicfly of Denmarke? 

Quee. How now Ophelia. jhefings. 

Oph. How fhould I your true loue know from another one, 
Byhis&cklchatand flaffc,and hisSendall fhoone. 

Quee. Alafle fwee Lady, what imports this fong ? 

Oph. Say you, nay pray you marke, 

He is dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone,. Song. 

At his head a graflegreene turph,at hishceles aftonc* 

Oho. 

Quet. Nay but Ophelia. 

Oph , Pray you marke. White his flirowd as the moimtainc fhow» 
Enter King. 

Quee. Alaffe looke heerc my Lord. 

Ophe Larded all with fiveet fl wers. 

Which beweept to the ground did not go Song. 

W ich true loue /bowers. 

K/>?£. How doe you pretty Lady? 

Oph. Well good dild you, they fay the Owle was a Bakers daugh- 
ter, Lord wee know what wee.are, but know n#t what weraay be, 
Godbeatyourtablc 


